YOU MEET THE MOST INTERESTING PEOPLE BY LIDA L. CREENE LIBRARIAN OF IOWA STATE HISTORICAL LIBRARY
It's summer again. The churcb tower, sighted from the nortb windows of the Library, is framed in the green lace of leaves. Fans whir. The Little General, in bis portrait on the wall, solemnly marshalls an unseen parade.
School is over. America is on wheels. Tbe library register for patrons shows a growing roster of otber state-and even other country -addresses. From Ontario, Canada -Brother Peter Webbers; from California, Utah, and points west-Stanley Hirshson, historian, of New Jersey. Oddly enough, Mr. Hirshson brougbt with him the ghost of old Jim Bridger.
Four years ago, Stanley Hirsbson spent two and a half months surrounded by black boxes tbat beld the pa]^)ers of Granville M. Dodge. Tbis coming winter, 1967, his biograpby of the Little General will be published by Üie University of Indiana Press. In June be was hard on the trail of Brigham Young, the lure of another book in mind. That is how he happened to conjure up the redoubtable Bridger. "There's a letter from Bridger to Dodge in this stuff someplace," be told us. He went on to say sometliing about Grenville Dodge being tbe authority on Jim Bridger, but I didn't really listen. I had stopped short with tliat Bridger letter.
Jim Bridger, you will recall, invaded tiie West when the Yellowstone was as far from civilization as Cathay from a Columbus-fartlier, perhaps, than tbe mountains of tbe moon from tbe drawing board of tbe space scientist. Jim Bridger was an explorer, raconteur, king of tbe mountain men-to discover a letter from Jim Bridger to Grenville Dodge, even though written by an unknown scribe, is like making a gold strike, or like finding a nugget of tbe Old West under the corner of tbe Historical Building. The Indians in Iowa do not live on reservations, but on privately owned land which is handled as a collective fann. To eall this land a reservation is incorrect. '
